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c'etait ecrit, c'etait mon destln! Dieu Fa voulu, reslgnons-
nous. Comme un oeuvre d'art ne vaut rien sans inspiration,
nne decision irreparable ne vaut rien sans un entrainement
surnaUirel. II nous faut Pillusion que Dieu y a mis la
main . . .'

It is the voice of an inheritor of centuries of Calvinism.
Election is necessary, even in marriage, and Amiel is not
of the elect. Indeed, we are inclined to believe that the
only complete explanation of Amiel is to be found in
his theological inheritance. For we have to explain not
only his shrinking from action, but his immense and
unique perseverance in composing his Journal. To act,
to venture himself in the *engrenage terrible'5 he needed
the grace of God: more of the grace than another because
he was aware of more of the dangers. The grace was
never vouchsafed to him. But to do nothing, in the
moral sense, was impossible. Somehow, somewhere, he
had to surrender himself to destiny, and to perform a
heroic task. His Journal was the opportunity. Only
a man of extreme conscience and unconquerable will
could have accomplished it. We cannot measure Amiel
by common standards, for what we must deny him as
a man we must give him again as a writer; and even
that separation is finally untenable. It needed nothing
less than a hero to make so ruthless a record of his own
timidities.